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Poers Addrels 


To His Moſt'Sacred 


MAJESTY, 


Hough Scribling FaQions are {@ $ ts 
To dart Curſ# Libels ar You; rd kk , 
To ſtrive to Pre-depoſe Your RoyallHeirs, | 

And ſeek Your Life who frankly gave them theirs. 

Yer Mighty SIR, the Poets are yogr- own, 

Reaſon add Witare faithful to their prince! : 

Nay, he that Writes againſt Youcag'e write Senſer 
The Sacred Nine EleQed you ſupreme. 

And ſwore Allegiance xo Your Diadent, - 
And all the jobbers ofthe Rhiming.Crew 
Arc Rebels ev'n ro them, when'ſo to You: 


Th'Old Zoya? Blood when Your kind Beams withdrew, 
Unmurmuwing flepr till they return'd anew + -. Ss | 
Then like the Luft of Plants. its Atoms throng TN os ; . 
To deck th' Old Branches, and to ſhook forth Young. TO 
Weſtminſter was an Autamin to our —_:  -.-- 


” 


But th Oxford nipping Spring had kill'd our Bays, © : 


Had not Your Mercy and "Diſſolving $kill 
Sropt both theirdoing, and our ſuffering 1/]: 
Had we th' Heſpereen Eruit, You ſhould not pull : 


Wee'd freely drop You'a whole Chequer full, 
( But Equal Heavey has giv'nic to the dull) 
Wit by Chamelian Nouriſhmentconceives, 
Andwas decreed only to pur forth leaves, 


( , ) 

Hail Sacred SIR, although we have no Banks, 
Yet wecan Pay ( what aone cattegive you) Thanks; 
Thanks for the N#merowus Bleſſis7s Wi ich you ſhed 
Like the imperial Sun, on every head z 
Thanks for the Fa#ions, Deindge You put by, 
And Thafks forthe Humble ſtop, to tell us Why : 
But Thanks above all thinking for Your Care | 
To ſtop that TAP, that would have drown'd Your Heir. 


Illuſtrious JAMES thou could'ſt not beac ſuch thirgs, 
V\'e.'t thou nor Yonan4 Brother to ſach Kings : 
How could werthink from Fuſtice thou ſhould'ſt ly 
A Land, which doesitto their Kintz dcny. 


'% | ? & 
, The Sheriffs of late fuch Nut#tralifisegrown, 
They'l rurn no $tceams back to the Fiwntarn thrown : 
Ard thife Grand Jens that [2noramsy biirg 
For Barabbis wou'd Crucific their King, 


The roliſhPiidceis,Charm'd, he ſcorvs weak Buff, 
Conſcierces of !hptnerrable Stuff | 
Arms the (mall Parriat, Plot and Witneſs proof; 
'Tisſuch a K7% at wams.the Gordiin Knife , 

| For ſome Conſpire his Death ,and ſomehis Life: 

And Ninteen Onte itvers Damweo Save * 
That Head that ne're was deſtin'd ro a Grave. 


. Once more hail S:cred MONARCH, miy kindStars -' 
P:oſper your Pea.e, and Guard you in Your Ware; F 
| TLe&t God Ariſe(who Your Avenger ts) | 
And ſcatter. both Your Enemies and His. .. 
"May Heaven Artend Your 'Tounti!s, and.Diſpoſe 
| Succefs ro altthar's:Yourg/exteps Your Fogs:. 
Lorgmay You &s'e this Iſaj#'with Your Nod, . +: + © 
And ker the $1#bborn tec] Your Afigty Rod : _ C ue rw 
_ Exceed Your Father, and'belike Your God. . 


WHTYTHAL Ththe 4, 1081, 
: | Imprimatur 7h; Paterſon, 


E D INBURGH, Reprinted in the year, © 1682, 
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